THY 
Spinning Wheel 
3 „„ 
A New Jong 
WW dosg | 
| Pon a ſunfhine ſummer's Day, 1M 
_J When every field was green and gay, 
The morning bloſh'd. with Phebus ray, 
Juſt then aſcending from the ſea: 
As Strephon did a hunting ride, 
A lonely cottage he * 


Where lovely Chloe a ſpinning fat, 
And turuing of her wheel about. 


* 


- 


Her face a thouſand graces crown, | 
Her curling hair lovely brown z | 
Her romling eyes all hearts did win, | 
And white as down of (wan her ſkin | 
So taking her plain dreſs appears, 
Her age not palfing ſixteen years; 
The ſwain lay ſighing at her feet. 
But ſtill he turn d the wheel about, 


Thou faireſt of all tender kind. 
Quoth he, this neꝰ er can ſuit thy mind; 
Such grace attracting noble love, 
Was ne er deſign'd for wood or grove, 
Come, come to court with me, my dear, 
Partake my love and humour there, 
And leave this ſordid rural rout, 

And turn no mgre the wheel about. 


At this, with ſome few modeſt ſighs, 
She turned unto him her eyes :] | 
Ah! rempt me not, kind fir, ſhe cries, 
Nor ſeek my weakneſs to ſurpriſe : | 
know your arts are not to be beliey'd 
And how young virgins are deceiv'd; 
Then let me thus my Ide wear out, 
And zurn my ſpinaing wheel about 


gy thoſe ſweet paming breaſts, ſaid he, 
And yet unſeen Divinty 35 

Nay, by my ſoul, which dwells in thee, 
I ſwear this muſt not, cannot be. 

O cauſe not my eternal v be, 

No- kill the man that loves thee fo; 
But go with me, and eaſe my doubt, 
And turn no more thy wheel about. 


His cunning tongue ſo play'd its part, 
He gain'd admiffion to her heart ; 

And now ſhe thinks it is no fin, 

To ſuck love's fatal poiſon in: | 
But ſhe too late has found her faub, 
And he too ſoon her charms forgot; 
And left her e' er the year run out, 

In tears to turn her wheel about. 


